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Persons desiring to study French as an accomplishment for professional or
business purposes are invited to avail themselves of the opportunity of acquiring the knowledge, as well as a pure pronunciation of this beautiful
language in their home city.

THE SCHOOL OF FRENCH DICTION
S. W. Cor. Fourth and Sycamore Sta. (Alta Building)
conducted by Miss Emma Clasgens-who has studied various methods of
phonetics (for English-speaking people) with the best professors of Parisoffers this opportunity.
Price: private lessons, for adults .... ..... 12 lessons $10.00
For children, or. in class ................ 10 lessons $ ~.00
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We develop, print and finish your films
and plates. Our Finishing Department
is the best in the city.
First-class work furnished only.
The house which not only carries the greatest stock
of goods, but also makes it an exclusive business.
We can supply any article at once.

SIMPKINSON & MILLER,
Publishers and
Importers of...

433.435 Elm

st.

Church Goods

The Ratisbon edition of liturgical publications, the
standard the world over. Designs and estimates for
marble and · wood Altars cheerfully furnished. See
our line of sacred vessels. Catalogues on request.
Our statuary after models by our own artists.
Religious articles for the laity as well as Catholic
publications always on hand.

Fr. Pustet & Co.
52 BARCLAY ST.
New York
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HERE late I saw the buds of Spring unfold
I looked again, and lo, the fruit was there.
I gaze upon my classmates and behold
The boys have vanished and the men are there.
0 Time thy silent wings have sped too fast;
The May-day of our youth is gone
Forever; 'mongst the memories of the past
It dwells, the fairest ray of ebbing dawn.
The time was short. Yet in those narrow years
The ties of friendship have been welded close;
We shared our joys and sorrows, smiles and tears,
And thus the truest brotherhood arose.
Tonight we're brothers, classmates still,-we part
Tomorrow, leave our Alma Mater's arms.
There is no joy, but sadness fills the heart;
The old familiar halls have woven charrris
That naught but death can break. 'Tis sad to part
From scenes of youth. Tomorrow forth we roam
Into the world, brothers, classmates still, at heart;
But brothers, classmates now without a home.
Thus must it ever be; 'tis fore-ordained;
The nestling having grown its wings, must fly.
The training done, life's end must be attained;
Youth but prepares us for maturity.
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Then why be sad? The better part of life
Lies all before; we enter now that span
Where all of manhood's budding hopes are rife.
One act is o'er; henceforth we play the man.
And, oh, my classmates, pledge we ere we go
That ever shall we meet in friendship's name ;
Our comradeship no weakened link must show;
The changing years must find us e'er the same.
And should there be among us some whose forms
Shall enter in the hall of fame, and some
Who braving fickle fortune's adverse storms,
Shall never rise beyond the sphere of home,
We'll love and welcome everyone the same.
The poorest and least known shall hold a place
High as the child of fortune and of fame;
A friend and classmate shine in every face.
And always shall we cherish and revere,
Good old St. Xavier, and the men whose care
And kindly admonitions made it dear
Unto our heart, with them our love we share.
Enough,-the end is here. Dividing ways
Lead hence to efforts and adventures new;
As to each other and their college days
The men of 1915 bid adieu.

HENRY F. KENKEL '15.

All tu @ue Ntg4t.
(Awarded First Prize in Short Story Contest.)

F all my college life, and it was not uneventful, no
experience is so clearly stamped in my memory as
that of the night of October 31, 1869. That night
taught me a lesson not easily forgotten; that night
gave me a friend who has ever since proven, the
kindest-hearted, the best and the truest of men; that night-.
But I will begin at the beginning and tell you the whole story.
It was during my Freshman year at Beechwood. At the time
our class was about as jolly and light-hearted a gang of fellows
as ever attended a school. None of us cared much about our
studies or about anything else, in fact, except fun; a whole crowd
of happy-go-lucky, hail-fellows-well-met. And we were jus~ at
that stage of life when our characters were to be made or unmade forever. I've often thought since, what a source of trouble
and worry we must have been to our poor professors.
Anyhow, the year had begun rather dully, and we were all
half starved for amusement. The worst of it was that there was
none in sight, and the professors seemed even more unreasonable
than ever. In short, we were all more or less out of sorts.
As fate would have it, just at this time, a new boy from
Boston entered the class. .If anyone ever felt out of place, I am
sure that poor Elmer must have. He was both talented and studious, and his consequent success was his teacher's one consolation and, I suppose, our primary grievance. But this was by no
means all. From his exquisite Boston manners and airs, we took
him as "stuck up,". and from his refusal to play football or even
to defend himself when openly insulted, we gathered that he was
a coward. You can imagine the life he led, or rather the life we
led him. Indeed he was about as popular as the smallpox.
It was this particular night-Halloween, by the way-that
saw the climax of such a state of affairs. During the day, someone had suggested that we might have a little fun if we should
initiate Elmer by taking him snipe hunting. It was a great plan,
and we all heartily agreed. Our only fear was that he might be
acquainted with the old game and refuse to go. Soon, however,
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we were convinced of the contrary, and after a little persuasion,
he gave his consent.
Accordingly, at about half past nine, some half dozen of us
assembled in my room, and as soon as it was safe, we let ourselves down on a rope into the campus below.
Soon we were walking briskly across the fields in anticipation of a nigh~ of real fun. I can see the whole thing yet, as
plainly as if it had happened yesterday. Elmer, of course, carried the sack, and I the lantern. The stories we told him of the
pleasures and joys of snipe hunting make me laugh yet. They
were so ridiculously absurd. But he listened throughout in unconcealed wonder.
When we reached a thick woods, a little over a mile from
the college, he was directed to hold the bag ready while we went
off to chase in the snipe. Oh, it was jolly! At our last look at
him, he was standing there holding the sack, apparently in excited anticipation and the very picture of innocence.
We struck straight out for the pike, and as soon as we were
at a safe distance, all burst out into violent fits of laughter. We
laughed till our eyes were wet, and then laughed afresh. Poor
Elmer was such a fool, so ridiculously simple!
Thus we were proceeding down the pike as merry as Old
King Coles and as boisterous as a band of pirates, when suddenly, we were brought to our senses with a start. Not ten feet
in front of us, a flash of fire shot out across the road, accompanied by the loud report of a gun. Simultaneously, a masked
man jumped out from behind the bordering bushes and stood
before u~ with a revolver. He wasted no time in motioning us
to throw up our hands, and proceeded immediately to relieve us
of everything we had except our clothes. Then in one bound he
had disappeared whence he had come.
It had all happened so suddenly, so unaccountably, and
throughout not a word had been spoken. I wondered if I was
dreaming, and then I looked around at my companions. They
were all shaking like leaves. For a full minute we stood there
looking at each other, not daring to move a limb or even to
speak; and when we finally did break the spell, I promise you it
wasn't to laugh, but to run at the top of our speed to the town
in search of the marshal.
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We were almost there, when suddenly, coming upon an open
spot in the road, I noticed that the sky in front of us was all
aglow. A moment later, a shrill whistle rent the air, and immediately, from every quarter of the town, bells rang ou~ in
rapid succession. It was the fire signal. A fire was an event in
Beechwood, and the marshal was sure to be there. So we ran
straight on. As we reached the town, we found people rushing
from every side toward the scene. It was the town's largest
building, a spacious, old-fashioned, four-story affair used as the
hotel.
On nearer approach, I could see that the place was doomed.
An endless volume of smoke, accompanied by darting tongues
of fire, was pouring itself from nearly every window. The
streams of water were apparently having no effect whatever,
while the flames spread farther and farther in gleeful defiance.
By this time a great crowd had gathered and were looking on in
fascination and awe.
"Thank God," muttered the captain of the volunteer fire department, as we came rushing up; "thank God that they are
all-"
The word died on his lips and his face suddenly turned pale.
At the same time a wild cry went up from the spectators. In
one of the topmost window~ had appeared a little, white, terrorstricken face.
I will not try to describe the horrors of the scene. It was
too awful. Suffice it to say, that in that moment we forgot about
the robbery; forgot everything save that face, and went mad
with the pleading mob. Yet no one dared to attempt rescue.
The flames had grown so violent that it would seem like certain death.
Then suddenly the wind shifted, burying the window in a
huge cloud of smoke. An awful, breathless silence, broken only
by the loud crackling of burning wood, settled on the spectators ;
while the red glow of the flames danced back and forth, over the
sea of upturned faces in a frenzy of wild delight. Every eye was
riveted on the spot where the little face had disappeared. · At
last the smoke cleared; but the window was vacant.
Almost at the same time, some one pushed his way hastily
through the crowd. One glance at his face told his intention.
It held but one expression, but one emotion,- g rim unwavering
determination. Not a second did he hesitate; but snatching a
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fire hat and coat from the wagon and seizing an ax and a coil
of rope, darted into the burning building.
The next moment he came staggering back, half blinded by
smoke. But the fight was only begun. Quickly the only available ladder was raised to the narrow front porch roof, and the
rescuer was again on his way. Nor did he pause when he
reached here; but rushed in through one window,-returned, and
immediately disappeared in another. It seemed to me that hours
had passed, when suddenly he reappared in a third story window, paused for a second in search of a breath of air, and was
gone again. Another interval of suspense! At last, at last he
reaches his destination. For a moment he stands there, at the
very window from which the child had disappeared. And now
he has started back; back through smoke-filled hallways, back
through burning staircases, back-back in one mad dash for
safety. The good God protects him, and again h.e reaches the
third floor in safety.
But all the time the flames had grown wilder and fiercer,
and at last it seemed that they would claim their toll. Three
times he disappeared; three times he returned. Good God, would
he perish with the goal so near?
But no! He fastened a rope to something inside and was
coming down. I've often wondered since how he managed to
get down that rope with his charge; but he did. Nothing could
stop him that night, so down he came; down through every obstacle,-down,-down,-down to safety.
For a moment the eyes of the whole great throng were centered on the rescued child who had been handed into the arms of
the firemen. She had fainted and looked deathly pale. But in a
few seconds she opened her big blue eyes and gazed about bewildered. Then every one sought the brave rescuer, but in vain.
He had taken advantage of the interval to make his escape.
There were some, however, from whom he didn't escape,his classmates. For the rescuer was Elmer. We caught up with
him just on the outskirts of the crowd, and the meeting that followed is better imagined than described. Anyhow, we were all
overjoyed to find that he had received no serious injury from his
experience, and was very much, in fact, the same old Elmer.
But he was henceforth to be our hero; the hero of the school ;
the hero of the whole country 'round. So we insisted on carry-
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ing him back on our shoulders, and we did, too, until he began
to kick so hard that we had to let him down. Thus we proceeded till we had almost reached the college.
Suddenly Elmer stopped short.
"Oh, I must go back," he cried. "I must go back."
"What's the matter?" we asked in alarm.
He seemed worried about something and neglected to answer, simply repeating:
"I must go back. I really must."
The rest of us looked at each other in blank astonishment.
What were we to do? We had no alternative, so we followed
him.
Back along the pike we went, as silent as any funeral procession and with the same feeling Columbus' sailors must have
had when they were expecting any minute to slip off the edge
of the earth.
Farther and farther back we went, and were approaching
the town again, when suddenly our guide turned off opposite a
large oak tree and started into the thickly overgrown woods.
Again my companions stopped and looked at each other.
This was too much.
"Elmer!" I cried, "Elmer!"
He stopped, seemingly reluctantly, and looked around.
"Elmer," I repeated, "where in the world are you going?"
"Why," he answered in surprise, "to get the sack, of course."
I felt very much like laughing, but I didn't. It was too
serious. Had our friend's mind been affected?
Meanwhile some one asked slyly: "Did you catch any
snipe?"
"Why, yes, several of them."
Everything had been happening so strangely that I began
to believe he must have caught something in the bag, although,
under ordinary circumstances, such a thing would have seemed
absurd.
Again we followed, as in a spell. A few yards in from the
road was another large oak, and sure enough, there was a sack
lying beside it. But it was all carefully rolled up. Surely there
were no birds in there I
Once more we turned around and retraced our steps in
silence.
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That awful, ghastly silence was getting on my nerves. It
seemed as though the whole crowd had been enchanted. There
was surely something wrong, and I could stand it no longer.
"Elmer," I entreated, "if you really caught something, where
is it?"
"Oh," he replied pleasantly,-he seemed in much better
humor now,-"you mean the snipe? Why, I just clipped their
wings and let 'em go."
It was of no use. Each question was only making matters
worse; and yet, I just had to ask another.
"For mercy sake, is there really something in that sack?"
"Why, sure!" he answered smiling. "I saved the feathers."
I was through. How much longer we walked on in silence,
I do not know. I vaguely remember wondering whether I was
really insane, or whether I was dreaming, or had died in the
night and was in purgatory.
I was suddenly roused by some one laughing. Looking up,
I saw Elmer rolling on the ground and holding his sides as
though they would burst. I glanced at my companions. They
were as dumbfounded as myself. Next I felt a strong inclination to run; but my feet seemed rooted to the ground. Elmer
was surely taking a fit of hysteria! What was I to do?
Again I looked helplessly at the prostrate form, and this
time I could see that he was pointing at something. Hastily I
snatched up the sack and thrust in my hand. It struck something hard. I quickly drew it out and-it was a blank cartridge
pistol. Next I drew out a mask, and then, in turn, all our valuables. It was all clear now. We were the snipe; the trimmings
were the feathers.
Meanwhile Elmer had sat up and was drying his eyes with
his handkerchief.
"Excuse me, boys," he begged. "But you were so easy, so
very easy!"
GORDON F . GUTTING '18.

•.
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GAIN upon the morning's light
There looms a Spectre dread,
· More awing than the tempest's flight
It comes with jarring tread.
The vultures hang on noiseless wings,
And scan with greedy eye
The myriad pawns of angry kings,
Now marching forth to die.
A growing darkness settles down,
And midst its murky haze
The lustful War-god's evil frown
Inflames the bloody craze.
From dismal swamp and wooded vale,
Along the river's flood,
E'en from the ocean's billowy trail
Ascends the cry of blood.
But lo I 8:mid this blackest night
Peeps forth one holy star:
'Tis Love, inspiring spirits bright
To soothe the pangs of war.
Behold, on death strewn fields of strife
The watching Angel's care,
As she recalls the ebbing life,
Or lightens death with prayer.
When blood and fire extinguish hate,
When arms do not avail,
When Love alone will vanquish fate,
0 God let Love prevail !
JOSEPH WE LPL Y '18.

C!!qrt.attan C!!qararter in fhurathtn.
HE seventy-fifth annual commencement of St.
Xavier College was inaugurated with Baccalaureate Services in St. Xavier Church on Sunday, June
20th. For the first time since his elevation to the
Episcopacy, Most Rev. Henry Moeller was assisted at Solemn Services by his two brothers, Rev. Bernard
Moeller and Rev. Ferdinand Moeller, S. J. The large crowd that
braved the oppressive heat of the sultry June evening was amply
rewarded by hearing the masterly address of Father William F.
Robison of St. Louis University. The speaker clearly set forth
the chief evils in Modern Education and made a powerful and
eloquent · appeal for Christian Character in Education. Lack of
space makes it necessary to satisfy ourselves with the following
selections :
"Education is a development of the whole man with all his
faculties of body and of soul for his life's work and his life's destiny. As for the bodily development nature asks for little more
than a 'free field and no favor': yet, since 'a sound mind in a
sound body' is one of the ends at which education aims, physical
exercise and sport must have their place. But beyond all this
education means the training of the soul,-of that simple, spiritual, immortal substance which has the power of knowing trutheven the infinite truth of God-of loving the good-even the
limitless goodness of God; which is made to the image of God
and is partaker of the mysteriousness of the uncaused Deity in as
far is it has the awful power of the self-determining free will.
This soul is to be trained for the life-work of man, and especially
for the destiny that is to be his when time shall be no more.
Hence it must learn to know God, to love God, to serve God, and
thus attain to eternal salvation. Truly a great work which takes
its measure of importance from the value of the soul; which is
of such worth that it surpasses all the excellences of material nature; which so drew the love of God that He thought it worth
dying for and buying back at the pangs of His passion, at the
price of the blood of His mangled body and riven heart.
"Education is the building character. It is laying the foundations of the structure of life deep down on the rock,-not upon
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the sands: it is placing, layer upon layer, the principles which
make the strength of the soul's temple like the strength of the
rock-ribbed mountains. For the rains will come and the wind
will blow, and unless the house is built upon the rock it will
fall,-and great will be the fall thereof. A man of character
(and that is the product aimed at by a true education) is true
and noble and tender and strong. And the world needs strong
men: it is no place for weaklings; for there is the endless attack
of wrong against right, of unfairness against justice, of impurity
against cleanness of body and soul. And the weakling is an incumbrance to the earth that bears him, a disgrace to the army
that shelters him, a traitor to the cause that would save him."

* * * *

"Without being pessimistic, what do we find to be the character of much of the education of our times? There is the spirit
of false utilitarianism. Men measure an education by its power
to form money-making machines. They demand that education
bring forth not men who are true and pure and reverent and
strong, but men who can turn into gold the dross of the earth.
They do not ask in regard to a man, 'How cultured is he? How
much of a man? How true to his friends? How respectful and
loving to his parents? How loyal to his country, his Church, his
God?' but they inquire, 'How much does he make? How much
is he worth,' meaning 'How large is his bank account?' Now,
I do not say in censuring this spirit that the education which
leaves a young man handicapped in the race of life, which leaves
him without weapons in the conflict of commerce or the war for
bread, is all that it should be. It is not: it lacks an essential
element. But, in view of the dignity of man's soul and that soul's
destiny, I protest against the spirit whose horizon is bounded by
the narrow circle of the dollar, and whose watchword is, 'What
will this do for dollars and cents?' instead of 'What will this do
for man's true elevation? What will this do for eternity?' I
protest against measuring the efficiency of a school by its buildings or its money: I protest against the self-assumed and irresponsible dictatorship which has been arrogated by a monopolistic intrusion, which violates the freedom of education.
"This false attitude is the outgrowth of the spirit of materialism, which looks upon man as a splendid animal, and forgets that
he is, or is meant to be, a little less than the angels; which considers worldly success and material comforts the supreme good
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to be attained in life, and forgets that this earth is only man's
temporary abode, his stopping place on his way to his Father's
house.
"And hand in hand with these enemies of truth, stalks the
spirit of rationalism, which infects even many of those who are
too young to think for themselves; the spirit which plumes itself
upon independence and proclaims : 'I'll admit nothing that I do
not understand and cannot explain.' So they laugh at a revelation of God; ~hey scoff at mysteries; they deride the supernatural
and condescendingly pity the poor dupes who have not learned
that 'reason is king.' This is all very satisfying to the fickleness
of shallow minds; it's comforting to the meanness of little souls;
it's soothing to the folly of blinded hearts. And they grope about
in the misty gloom of natural mysteries which they cannot explain; they prate about the unknowableness of God, of the absence of fixed moral standards of right and wrong ; they afford
another and a sad proof of the truth spoken by the Wise Man,
when he said: 'The number of fools is infinite.'
"These false views taint so much of the so-called education
of the day, and they do so because God is ignored and an attempt is made to train a soul and to build a character without
morality, or with a morality that is divorced from religion. The
attempt is even subsidized by those who place a premium on
irreligion, who tempt weaklings to reject ·religion and religious
affiliations for the fleshpots of various 'foundations.' The attempt is tragic folly or insane tragedy. For without religion
there is no morality, there is no virtue. The res~raint of a moral
law is unintelligible without religion: for without religion, as far
as man is concerned, there is no God, and without God there can
be no moral law. None but the grea~ Creator can bind the free
willfulness of man with the bonds of a law which can hold him:
and, if religion is put aside; and, if with it God is put out of His
own universe, morality and the moral law become but conjurers'
words. Virtue, too, is meaningless; for virtue means the ordering of our life's actions to God and to the salvation of our souls;
but, once again, without religion there is no God, there is no salvation of the soul."

* *· * *

"Before we close our consideration upon the sacred character of the work of Catholic education, let us turn our minds and
hearts to one, who is a splendid example of the results of that

CHRISTIAN CHARACTER IN EDUCATION

13

education; to one, who showed forth in his life the beauty of a
soul trained to know, love, and serve God; to one, who manifested the grandeur of a character builded upon the deep rock of
humility, adorned with the splendid ornaments of virtues, which
are the glory of earth and of heaven.
"On the 21st of June, 1591, a young Jesuit lay dying in
Rome. He had caught a pestilential fever, whilst attending the
stricken ones of the city, and was near his end. What were the
thoughts and desires as he approached the gates of eternity?
They were all centered upon God, as they had been through the
years of his short life. The lamp of life was flickering low; the
dying youth grew weaker and weaker; but he would die as he
had lived,-in penance. With a thirst for pain, which a pampered world cannot understand, he begged, though in vain, that
his frail and innocent body might be scourged, and that he might
be placed upon the floor, so as to breathe his last in pain and
humiliation like his Master and his Love. Peace and joy and the
longing for his God took away the sterner features of the scene
of death. A bright smile lighted up the pale and drawn face,and with the name of Jesus upon his lips (his last word, as it
had been his first), he passed away to the bosom of God.
"Who was he? The world would answer, a young fool, who
left a princely station and a noble palace and buried himself in
obscurity: a fool, who had not sense enough to see the good
things, which he might have gotten out of life, and who looked
to the world beyond: a fool, who hid his gifts and talents under
the religious garb of men almost as foolish as himself: a fool
who threw away his life out of sentimental sympathy for the low
and senseless poor: a fool, whose name and memory would pass
from the minds of men as smoke before the driving blast. So
speaks the world that knows not Christ.
"Who was he? The Church of Christ and Christ himself
would say: A hero, who followed the Saviour in the rejection
of the vanities of life : a hero, whose love for the Crucified Redeemer was too great to allow him to remain a delicate member
under a head crowned with thorns: a hero, who saw his Master's
image in his fellowmen and who lovingly gave his life in the
service of the little ones of the Lord: a hero, a saint, whose glory
shall remain to the end of time and to the endless ages of eternity ,-the glorious and angelic youth Saint Aloysius."

B4ttt lffatttt!J ltnams.
Break the mesh
Of the Fancy's silken leash;
Quickly break her prison string,
And such joys as these she'll bring.-KEATS.

* * *

*

HE last gleams of the setting sun were lingering
lovingly on the grassy slope of a far-away hill,
scarce visible here in the deep forest except
through the natural lane of pines. All was murky
among the trees,-the dark nettled branches, the
black trunks, the brown turf at my feet. I had been wandering
for several hours in this ancient haunt of fauns and satyrs, and
really, in the calm evening I would have been a bit disappointed
if I were not greeted in merry sport by one of the fun-loving
deities, or looked blackly upon by some elfin being. And so,
when I came down the tangled slope to the caverned-spring, and
bent over to drink the bubbling water, I thought I heard the
sound of soft music, coming from a moss-grown heap of rocks
in the farthest part of the pool. I closed my eyes to listen, for
the strain was weirdly beautiful,-an echo, it seemed, of some
long forgotten symphony, or the phantasy in some mas~er's
mind which had never been resolved into notes. At length the
melody died away, and opening my eye-lids just a little, I peered
into the twilight depths of the spring, and there, startling to tell,
in a soft rose-light coming seemingly from nowhere, sat a wee
sprite with a tiny golden lyre in her arm. "Ah," I began, "was
it-" but no sooner had I uttered the sound, when the rose-light
disappeared, and the little creature fled to the cool, green depths
below. Wandering, I came forth. The night had come, and
wearily I walked homeward.

ii

* * * *
I entered the old Turkish palace softly through the great
arched doorway. Rich hanging covered the walls of the interior;
the floors were laid with rich, mellow carpets; from the ceiling
hung lamps of ebony. The narrow passageway opened into the
great hall by a high, narrow portal. Within the immense chamber were pillowed divans where grave old Turks sat smoking.
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Towering above, were galleries; some hung with gaudy tapestry; some unadorned, revealing intricate, fantastic arabesques.
A few rays of sunlight filtered through a latticed window, lighting up a playing fountain and a pool. Lillies dipped their white
leaves into the sparkling water, and through the spacing of their
lush, green leaves a school of fish could be seen lazily swimming
about. Nearby the pool, heavy smoke curled from a brazen
tripod, and filled the air with a most rare fragrance, adding to
the scent of jasmine and the rose, the aromatic odor of burning
aloes. Now and then, a paroquet from a swinging perch would
make his presence known to the idle loungers by a few words in
their native tongue. But all else was silent. Hurrying with
wine and baskets of fruit, mute swarthy odalisques passed to and
fro. Something in the air of the grim old palace invited reflection and aloofness from companionship.
What wonder then, that I settled myself in a retired nook
and fell slowly into the languorous atmosphere of the place. A
while I was charmed with the oriental beauty all about me, but
then a spirit of drowsiness came. Whether I slept or not, in that
quiet, somnulent, perfume-laden air, I cannot tell. But when I
arose, I found the old place deserted. The moon now-not the
sun-was dimly lighting up a black, stagnant, plantless pool.
I was alone, left alone and forlorn in an ancient, empty pile.

* * * *
Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
To toll me back ** to my sole self.
Adieu ! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she is famed to do,-deceiving elf.-KEATS.
The author, though duly realizing the importance of the
imagination, and thoroughly believing in the proper development
of that faculty, thinks that this article, or rather, these two fantasies, would be incomplete without an appropriate moral. He
begs, therefore, to suffix the following lines of Scott:
"Woe to the youth whom fancy gains,
Winning from Reason's hands the reigns,
Pity and Woe!"
ALPHONSE R. VON DER AHE '16.

J.a llnrlh-lftatt Jrattttahlt?
N these days of material achievement it happens, and
not infrequently, that we meet people who boast
that they are practical. They are proof against
the wild schemes of long-haired dreamers and in
their own opinion they are much better off on this
account. The colossal industrial system of the present day is the
work of practical men, they say. The present scheme of things
is much superior to any that has preceded it, because never before in the world's history has man enjoyed such complete possession of the bounties of nature. This is real, substantial
achievement; this is success. vVe are the "heirs of all the ages,"
and our business is to conserve and increase our heritage. Hence
everything proceeds at breakneck speed; all work is done under
high pressure; nerves supply the motive power, and "efficiency"
is the engineer. The results are reckoned in dollars and cents.
This material success has bred the "practical" man. He
considers it ridiculous to believe in the existence of the realm of
the spiritual, the ideal. He does not believe that ideals can be
realized in the future simply because they have not been realized
up to the present. "Whatever is, is right" and hence it is foolish
and unreasonable to attempt to change it. It is the spirit of the
conservative, the reactionary, and its slogan is "fine in theory,
but impracticable." It is a spirit that blinds those who cherish
it, often to their own loss. It frequently defeats the ends it was
created to attain. The inventor of the air-brake used on every
street-car and train today was laughed to scorn by the "practical" men at the head of the railroads till some adventurous
"fool" gave him a chance and soon theory gained another notable
victory over practice.
No doubt Columbus, before his epoch-making voyage, was
assured by "practical" sailors, that he was a foolhardy idiot, but
his traducers lived to eat their words. The framers of our constitution were subjected to the same sort of ridicule, but the
names of the "wise" ones are justly buried in obscurity. And
lastly we have only too much evidence of how cock-sure the
Romans were that our cherished religion, which has since been
accepted by most of the civilized world, was nothing more than
a beautiful dream; that no man in his senses would subscribe to
such a visionary system. Christ's teaching disturbed the status
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quo and was looked at askance for that, if for no other reason.
Virtue, as Christ taught it, was considered impossible of attainment for the very simple and sufficient reason that no one had
ever seen or heard of it being practiced.
This has been the common experience of every theory. No
human undertaking that wore the garb of newness, no attempt
to better the material or moral well-being of the race, has been
left to work its way unhindered by the sneerers, the scoffers, the
doubters and the faint-hearted. For honest, intelligent criticism
there is always room, nay need; with such we have no fault to
find. But unreasonable criticism that is founded merely on
prejudice, or something similar, serves no good purpose.
The movement for World-Peace is a conspicuous victim of
the harm wrought by this pernicious activity. In the minds of
some people it is perfectly harmless; there is not much chance
of its ultimate success; in the minds of others it is a laughing
stock, a subject of ridicule and pointless humor; in the minds of
others the movement is positively "immoral" and entirely detrimental to the welfare of the race.
Our "practical" friends assert that peace talk is all right for
college professors and superannuated millionaires but in the
actual conduct of governments it has no place. They point out
that the world has never been free from war for any considerable
length of time. "History repeats itself" and hence the same hateful process of the rise and fall of nations by means of war is all
that we can see in the future. Or they may think with Bernhardi
that war is a "biological necessity" and that coincident with the
success of the peace propaganda will come the decay of the
human race. Others believe that all attempts to change present
conditions are hopeless on account of the greed of monarchs, the
spirit of militarism, race-rivalry and hatred, the nations' distrust
of each others' intentions, and a host of other considerations
drawn from the present condition of the world. These difficul-·
ties they believe to be insuperable, because they arise from conditions as old as the race itself. They are too deeply imbedded
in the present system, ever to be overcome.
Some of the above are real difficulties, even enormous, and
seem extremely hard to surmount. We are not attempting to
belittle the task before mankind. But it is only logical that the
difficulties should be in proportion to the excellence of the end.
The greater the good, the harder it is to attain it. But to say
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that because of the obstacles, World-Peace is utopian, is unreasonable and in direct contravention of the experience of man.
World-Peace is intrinsically possible; it contains nothing contradictory, it is not opposed to human nature, and the benefits
it would bring are wholly desirable. Can we not have sufficient
confidence in human nature, to believe that it can rise superior
to these obstacles and effect the reform? Are we to stop here
after advancing thus far? Two thousand years ago, a Roman
would have laughed at any one who would have said that slavery
could or would be abolished. True, it survived till as late as
fifty years ago in our own country, but was it not foredoomed
from the time that Christianity came with the spirit embodied
in the words "What ye have done to the least of My brethren ye
have done to Me"? The movement for World-Peace is hardly
less momentous than that for the abolition of slavery. Can we
not foresee its ultimate success from the deeper hold Christianity
will have on the hearts of men in the future? There was "Peace
on earth" when Christ came with His saving presence. Can we
not be certain that when He has His throne in the hearts of all
men the same Peace will dwell with men,-forever?
LAWRENCE STELTENPOHL '16 .

S red as blood from a new wound spilledThree roses; and each a mission filled.
•·

One found a place on a new-digged grave
-A mother's tears to its petals clave.
And one was placed next a mother's heart
Which pulsed for a boy from its deepest part,
And one was placed on a little. shrine
Where a mother was with her Son divine.
ALPHONSE R. VON DER AHE '16.

rn:v.

WlLLlAM J. HARRINGTON,

s. J.

REV. WILLIAM J. HARRINGTON, S.J.
At a meeting of the Alumni Association of St.
Xavier College, Wednesday, October 6, a committee was appointed to draw up resolutions on the
death of Father Harrington, former Moderator of
the Association. The resolutions follow:
"Whereas, it has pleased Almighty God to call
to his eternal reward the Rev. William J. Harrington, S. J., for many years professor in St. Xavier
College and for seven years Moderator of the St.
Xavier Alumni Association;
"Resolved, That in the death of this gifted professor, the illustrious Society of Jesus has sustained
a severe loss, and the laity been deprived of a kind,
generous and faithful priest;
"Resolved, That the Alumni Association owes a
great deal to Father Harrington, that much of its
success was due to his incessant labor, and to that
zeal which was the leading characteristic of this distinguished Jesuit in whatever work he undertook to
perform. Never so happy as when in our midst, his
gentleness and tenderness endeared him to us all.
The members of the St. Xavier Alumni Association
shall always feel affection for the memory of their
genial and beloved Moderator, Father William ].
Harrington."

m4t mruu.afnrmuthttt nf mtm.
(Awarded second prize in Short-Story Contest.)

F Tim were not my first-cousin this incident would
never have been related. Moreover, if he hadn't
been on time that eventful first Saturday, again it
is certain this tale would never have been told.
Tim belonged to the illustrious tribe of O'Hara,
Chicago, U. S. A., famous for their luck and lust of hazard. One
ordinary Saturday morning Tim disappeared from the paternal
roof. Explanations, he thought, were out of the question. Outside, he wasted no time, except to give a tug at his cap and scan
the third story. All was safe. The outposts were deserted.
Then he fled.
At State street he encountered his bosom school companion.
"Where are you goin', Tim?" asked Billy, a sandy-haired
youth, with freckles and patched trousers. At any other time
Tim would have confided his errand, but today he deemed it a
secret too deep to be divulged even to his dosest friend .
So adjusting his loose stockings, Tim said dryly: "See you
tomorrow at Church, Billy." Then on sped our hero. As he
raced along, nearly upsetting an aged gentleman and avoiding
"traffic regulations," thoughts came crowding into his mind.
Wonder seized him; imagination thrilled him, and because he
was late he even became anxious. Imagine an Irish lad of fighting spirit, with such feeling, running at top speed to catch a
great opportunity, and you have Tim in his present predicament.
Nearer and nearer Tim approached his destination. A downtown clock registered nine-twenty-five, and he had almost a mile
to go. At the next corner a car stopped. Tim seized his chance
and stole behind. And the car was on its way. Of course, Tim
got there at nine-thirty. "Just my luck," was all Tim thought
of it. But the peaceful quiet of the O 'Hara family is about to be
disturbed. There is nascent aspiration among them.
Now the O 'Haras were a bit different from the other families in Jefferson Flats ; if not in money, at least in manner and
character. Pa O 'Hara was one of those noble specimens of God's
handiwork-an honest man, a firm believer in Home-rule and
willing to die for that maligned Commoner, William Jennings

THE TRANSFORMATION OF TIM

21

Bryan. Of course, Pa was self-made-in the C. B. & Q. yards;
read Merrom's letter on Sunday, five times was a delegate to the
fireman's convention, and this gave him a liberal education and
a fund for talk.
Ma O'Hara had a taste for literature-that is, the agony
columns of the "Star" and the death-notices. She believed in
ghosts and bargains. Of course, she was stout, and had a beaming countenance, and a very kindly heart, and worked hard for
her children. Nora, the oldest, had modern ideas. She was
skilled in Tango, and the cannons of fashion-plates; could even
play a Rubber if necessary. Her forte from nine to four was
rapid fire stenography. No doubt, Nora was a little sophisticated. But every girl in Chicago has to be. Amy, the baby, was
a plump, sprightly creature with a taste for licorice and horseback rides from Uncle Jim. This brings us to Tim. He was of
the Huck' Finn type, with black hair, calm brown eyes, wellcast features and a love of adventure. He had plenty of health
and "pep" and was addicted to that bad habit in youth of doing
things for himself.
Having been introduced to the O'Haras, let us drop in and
spend, say, a Saturday night with them. First, a big supper,
during which the O'Haras told ther various experiences of the
day: everything followed, from "flat gossip" to discussions on
Father Brown's latest sermon. Supper over, Pa consulted his
oracle,-the Star. Suddenly he wanted his socks and towel;
then Amy wanted to see Charlie Chaplin; Tim wanted new
shoes; and Nora had a "date" and wanted her waist ironed.
Nothing was left for Ma to want, so she ministered to the helpless O'Haras.
It was such peaceful scenes as these that Tim began to upset with his peculiar antics.
Not long after his first Saturday adventure, it became a
habit with him to appear late for supper. He was unsually late
one evening, and his mother grew anxious. The others were
already at table.
"What can be keepin' Tim?" she said huskily. "Shure he
can't be playin' after dark."
Pa grunted his assent. Nora was pessimistic, or was it her
insight into human nature? "Mamma," she said deprecatingly,
"I bet that kid tore his coat and's afraid to come home."
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Pa grunted again. Little Amy, however, played advocate.
"T'aint so, Pa, Tim's runnin' errands for Mrs. O'Bryan."
Fifteen minutes later Tim appeared, looking like a polished
statue. No torn coats or errands for Tim. His face and hands
were immaculate, and hair neatly brushed.
"Great stars!" exclaimed Nora, "what's happend now?"
Tim giggled. "Gee, can't a fellow wash his race once in a
while?" he defended.
"No Timothy O'Hara can't," snapped Mrs. A'Hara. "Where
have you been?"
"The truth, Tim," demanded Pa.
"Oh, just watchin' 'em bring a dead man ter life," he answered.
"Where?" asked Nora.
"State street, of course," replied Tim in a matter-of-fact
tone, as he sat down to eat.
Mrs. O'Hara stared critically at Tim but said no more; and
the incident was closed, so far as she was concerned.
Tim was frequently in possession of large quantities of candy and playthings of a rather expensive nature. Mrs. O'Hara
noticed this with patience but alarm. She wondered how he obtained the money, if he had bought them, because Tim's spending money was scant.
Time went on, and even Tim's grammar began 'to improve.
He commenced to use high-sounding words. Nora received
these with reluctance, though Mrs. O'Hara was somewhat
pleased. But Tim was busy after school hours then. He had
little time for play. His leisure moments were spent behind
locked doors in his room. This puzzled Ma O'Hara. She listened at the door, even peeped through the keyhole. · Finally her
search was rewarded.
A weird exclamation came from Tim's retreat, followed by
others more violent in utterance. To the keyhole she bent. She
saw Tim gesticulating wildly. Ma O'Hara became thoroughly
frightened.
"Tim dear," she cried, "are you in pain?"
She received no response. Then she tried to think of a ruse
to get the door open. But another outburst followed. This was
too much for Mrs. O'Hara. She beat repeatedly upon the door.
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His eyes were blazing with excitement, while his face was flushed almost to scarlet.
"Tim!" she expostulated, "what makes you carry on like
that? Do you want to frighten the neighbors?"
Tim gave her a meaningless look. He wondered if she understood.
"I'm only readin' aloud," was his simple reply.
"Can't you read without screamin' ?" she pleaded.
"Of course!" and Tim once more closed the door.
That night Tim brought matters to a further state of complication. This ·time Nora was the victim. As soon as she had
finished supper, she retired to dress for the evening. In modern
jargon she had a "date." Thirty minutes later she appeared.
Perhaps she did look chic, and wear her clothes with some distinction, but there was no reason for Tim's remark. He gazed
at her a moment critically. Then, inspiration seized him.
"Nora, you do look charming this evening." And this with
all the flattery of a sycophant. His sister blushed crimson. She
was embarrassed, and groped for words.
"Tim-Timothy O'Hara!" she exploded. "Where in the
world did you get that line of talk?"
"Mr. O'Hara chuckled, and returned Nora's look with smiles.
Then Nora turned to Mrs. O'Hara for vindication and redress.
"Say, Ma," she advised,, "you'd better keep an eye on that
kid. He's really impudent." Plainly, she had no sense of humor.
Tim saw his mother on the point of remark; and this was a
signal to depart. Ten minutes later he was in bed.
When Nora had left, Mrs. O'Hara broached the . subject of
Tim's queer actions and remarks, to her husband. But he
laughed away her apprehensions. In fact, Tim's conduct flattered
him not a little; and he saw no reason for action.
As time progressed, the O'Haras found no relief. Either
Tim was a genius, or some one was filling his head with nonsense. Mrs. O'Hara watched his reading but it proved to be
almost entirely of a classical character. She was certain, however, that Tim was under a strange influence, and her anxiety
increased daily.
His complete change of character furnished her an abundance of food for thought. She contrasted his rough and ready
ways of two months ago and the precocious, serious life he now
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led. The one logical conclusion followed; Tim was seeing too
much somewhere, somehow, and she resolved to get at the truth
at the first opportunity.
Next day was Saturday. Tim was out again as usual. At
supper time he was still absent. In view of Tim's recent conduct, Mrs. O'Hara became worried. As they were about to take
supper, Nora glanced casually out of the window. She drew
back in complete surprise. The Eastern horizon was as bright
as noon-day. It looked as if the whole of State street was ablaze.
"There's a big fire over on State street," she cried. "We
can eat after while, Papa, let's go and see it."
"What about Tim?" suggested Mrs. O'Hara.
"I'll tend to him when we get back," replied her husband
angrily. "Put on some wraps, mother; let's go and see the fire."
Ten minutes later, they were among the mob that silently
watched the hungry flames devour almost an entire city block.
Fully an hour elapsed before the blaze was under control. Then
the O'Haras left. Upon reaching their flat, a strange sight met
their eyes. Seated before the table, Tim was alternately sobbing
and eating. His countenance was wet with tears. He looked
. pale and frightened.
But it was his dress that surprised them. He wore an overgarment of brilliant red, decorated with tassels and brocade; on
the side of his head rested the queerest of hats-Caesar or Romeo
might have worn it.
It was the last straw for the O'Haras. They stormed him
with questions. Tim hardly made a single reply until the hubbub
subsided. Amy drew close to him. She played with the tassels,
and was yearning to "try it on." Nora coveted the pretty brocade.

"Did you see the fire?" he asked in a uncomfortable tone.
But the others thought that question needless. Tim hardly
knew how to go on. The thought of lost adventure and blasted
wealth sharply pricked his growing ambition. But he made a
brave effort to explain.
"It was Essanay's that burned. I was actin' for them. We
were rehearsin' Ossian's Wooin' when the fire started, and I ran
without changing my clothes. Gee, it was great, though! And
I saved five dollars, too."
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"You did!" exclaimed Mr. O'Hara, forgetting his displeasure. "So that's where you've meen learnin' all this nonsense,"
commented his mother.
"Well, thank heaven I it's over with," sighed Nora, "you
were getting too wise for the O'Haras anyway," she added sarcastically.
Tim gave her a malicious look. Then with a flash, he thrust,
tauntingly, five crisp dollar bills under his sister's nose.
"That's more'n you ever had when you were a kid," Tim retorted. Mrs. O'Hara looked at her husband to reprove Tim, but
to him it seemed unnecessary. His hopeful eye detected in the
present manifestation of earnest application, in the face of great
obstacles, brilliant signs of future greatness, and he would be
the last to blight the prospect.
"He's just like his father," said Mrs. O'Hara, chuckling complacently.
RAYMOND H. BACKHUS, 4th High.

@rtnber Angelus.
NCENSE clouds of autumn haze
From the sunset censer's blaze
Rise to veil the golden rays
Of glowing tree-tops, tapers burning.
Sweetly in the twilight dim,
Far echoed o'er the valley's rim,
Angelus sounds the vesper hymn
And brings with parting day a blessing.
Meet through thy golden days
Rosary chants, like psalmists' lays,
Echo to Our Lady's praise,
Thou vespers of the year, October.

J.
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1lllltlltum °'u.attu: !\ flrmnry.
HA VE met and known fine boys, who despite the
passing of years stand out clearly in my memory:
Among them all Willie Gustin is unique.
In his years at St. Xavier School, William was
a model student. His name figured month after
month with those who had won first honors. As to his conduct,
I do not think he ever gave real annoyance to mother or father
or teacher. Whenever there was any sort of an entertainment,
given for public benefactions, by the St. Xavier School Children.
William was almost always the foremost figure. His beatuy, his
grace, his utter lack of self-consciousness were so striking that
out of the memories of school entertainments produced seven or
more years ago, there rises, clear and distinct, from the surrounding blur, the graceful, charming William Gustin.
William on finishing the eighth grade went to College, and
at the close of his first year won the gold medal for elocution.
Afterwards, I had him give his piece for the audience at one of
our parish entertainments. The boy in rendering it took away
my breath. He did it so well, and with so much ease. The
effect, while perfect, showed no hint of conscious effort. William
was always just like that.
When sickness brought him to his bed, he asked eagerly,
as so many Catholic children do, not for confession but for Holy
Communion. He would have gone every day. It would have
been pitiful to any one who did not know Willie Gustin to have
seen.in these last hours his thin and wasted form and face. But
to us who knew him he was brave and smiling to the end. He
lived like a child bringing ever with him the aura of innocence.
As death drew nearer he seemed to grow years younger, and he
died quietly, like a child, in his mother's arms.
It has been the will of an all-wise God to take the gentle
boy, with all his gifts and splendid promise, away from the storms
and the stress of this world. It is hard! Everybody loved him.
Yet, I cannot but think that the child had really lived his allotted
span. He was not cut off untimely.
Last summer in evolving my new story, "Cupid of Campion," I wanted as a hero, a bright, smiling, debonair, graceful
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lad, a lad of easy manners, of quick wit, of imperturbable · good
nature: what wonder then, that I chose as my leading character,
mutatis mutandis, vymiam Gustin.
FRANCIS J. FINN, S. J.

men Jf. &tlJitftr.
A boy of sterling character, a leader among his fellow-students, noble, generous and honorable was Leo F. Schiffer, President of the Second Year "B" Class of last year who met death
suddenly and unexpectedly at the class picnic on the afternoon
of June 24th, 1915. He was called away suddenly but we have
every reason to believe that he was well prepared to meet his
God.
In life he was of a pleasing disposition, ever ready to help
one in need of assistance. To any noble undertaking Leo was
always willing to give his unstinted co-operation. By all his
acquaintances he was well liked, and was admired by his fellowstudents as well as by his professors. His popularity was further augmented by his enthusiastic interest and activity in
musical and athletic enterprises.
The high esteem in which he held all holy ~hings was a
commendable trait in his character. In the promotion of whatever tended to the adoration of God or to the honoring of the
Blessed Virgin Leo Schiffer was ever foremost. A fai~hful member of the Junior Sodality, he was likewise a frequent communicant.
His utter abhorrance of all unholy things, such as the profanation of the Holy Name of God, furnishes us an example which
we can all well afford to imitate.
The members of his class wish to extend to his family in
their great and irreparable loss, the profoundest sympathy, for
those who knew him in life can well appreciate the loss of one
in every respect so noble and honorable. As he lived, so he died,
high in the esteem and admiration of all. Since we have loved
Leo in life, let us not forget him in death; his soul shall be ever
remembered in our prayers. R. I. P .
JOHN ROCHE, Third Year B.
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No. 1.

THE NEAR-EAST QUESTION.
The land in the eastern Mediterranean has ever been one of
the storm-centers of the world, standing as it does, midway between the Occident and the Orient. Empires and states have
· risen and fallen in rapid succession on this war-swept soil.
Caesar, Alexander the Great, Peter the Great of Russia, N apoleon,-all were impressed with the military and commercial importance of this region, and all turned longing eyes toward it.
They knew that it was the pathway to the East, to Persia and to
India-the treasure-house of the world. In like manner, Tamerlane, Genghis Khan, Bajazet, and other Asiatic leaders saw that
it was the pathway to Europe and the wealth of the West.
Turkey, a nation long ago weak and tottering, was allowed
to remain in possession of this valuable territory since the fifteenth century, simply because of the jealousies of the great
European powers. None could see the other in possession of it.
Since the downfall of Napoleon, none has suffered the other to
gain the least advantage there. This jealousy grew with years.
Increased means of production required new and greater markets,-new lands for exploitation, so that at last, the slightest
move there reacted instantly on the political conditions of Europe.
England, especially, made it plain that she would go to any
lengths to preserve the status quo of Turkey, that the Suez and
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her immense commerce to India over the waters of the Middle
Sea might be amply protected.
And now again war is raging in those lands, where it has so
often raged before. Who will gain full and complete possession
of them? The war at present is traveling Eastward. Servia is
invaded. Whichever side wins, there is sure to be a change and
perhaps a decisive change in the Near East. If the Dual Alliance wins, it will most probably come into control of this, the
most strategic region in the world, and give the Teutonic nations
a real foundation for the proposed Pan-Germanic empire, If the
Allies win, the future is bright, at least for Russia. Russia will
gain her long desired outlet to the Mediterranean; she will have
a warm water port; she will build up her commerce; and by entering more intimately into relationships with foreigners, increase the culture of her people. But England, no matter who
wins, seems fated to lose that peculiar power which she exercised
so long over the regions and the waters of the Near Orient.

XAVIER WAS THERE I
With cheers from the spectators, and with answering cheers
of college yells, the students of St. Xavier College led the Fourth
Division in the Court House Parade. Everyone of the immense
throng of onlookers got a taste of the spirit which the boys of
Xavier throw into a demonstration. They were marching to do
honor to the city which they are proud to call their own. And
the people realized the civic spirit shown, and cheered.
St. Xavier was there! But where were the students of the
other places of higher education? Where, in particular, were the
students of the city university? We will not and cannot assert
that our city-owned institution was lacking in civic pride. Such
a statement would be based upon an isolated instance; moreover,
we know it is not so. But we can say this, and very regretfullyfor our friends there are many-that the university men lost a
splendid · opportunity of showing the city their appreciation of
what the city does for them.
But the students of St. Xavier had no such reason for marching on that day. Their regard for the city is necessarily unalloyed. They marched with no other intention than that of adding glory to the occasion, though incidentally they revealed to
the crowd of onlookers a genuine, whole-hearted interest in their
city and its affairs.
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WORTH NOTING.
There are some St. Xavier men who are at present engaged
in a truly noble occupation,-social uplift; and to the nobility of
the work, they add a greater nobility in their unassumingness.
Some are interested in the poor. Others visit the hospitals calling on those that have no friends to remember them, and inspiring them with hope and cheer. And others still-and these
we must particularly mention-are leading back to the right
path, boys who have been brought before the Juvenile Court.
These latter see that the home surroundings are wholesome, investigate the causes of the delinquency, and apply methods as
may be necessary for a happy solution of the case. They are, all
in all, "big brothers" to the young fellows who are often only
needing such. a guide to become useful men.
It is only too often that generous, whole-hearted endeavor
like this passes unnoticed. We congratulate, therefore, those
who devote their spare time to such beneficent work.

A SCHOOL FOR - ?
No, not for Scandal, but for Umpires I Cincinnati is rapidly'
bidding fair, on a smaller scale, of course, to surpass the Badger
State in reckless educational experimentation. Not long since,
Music was taken up a regular branch. Later Barbering was offered for those with tonsorial aspirations. And now come the
glad tidings that ambitious Baseball Umpires may attend night
classes, overcome their defective vision, quicken their sluggish
judgment, toughen their leather-lined lungs, deepen their scowling frown, in a word, correct every defect or . deficiency that
makes their work unsatisfactory at present, and perfect every
natural acquirement that makes them in any way fitted to fill
this, the most unpopular position in baseball. The great national
game is saved. Who knows what might not be done for racing,
if we had a school for jockeys? At any rate, it would be something unique, and that seems to be the chief consideration.

ALUMNI NOTES
FATHER WILLIAM HARRINGTON, S. J.
The news of the death of Father William Harrington, S. J., on October 2nd, came as a severe blow to his many friends among the Alumni,
for during his seven years as Moderator of the Association, he had been
their close friend. It is due largely to his enthusiasm and activity that
the Association is today in such a flourishing condition. The greater
part of his priestly life was spent at St. Xavier, for ten years as Prefect
of Studies and for three as Professor of Freshman Class, and during
these years he endeared himself to many who will sincerely mourn his
loss.
We take the following brief sketch of his life from the Catholic
Telegraph:
"Father Harrington was born in St. Louis, Mo., August 21, 1867,
and was educated at St. Xavier Parochial School and St. Louis University of that city. He entered the Jesuit novitiate at Florissant, Mo., August 6, 1884; and, at the end of his Juniorate, he went to Woodstock,
Md., where he pursued his studies in philosophy.
"He came to Cincinnati as a scholastic in 1891, and his sterling character and uniform courtesy began the formation of friendships, which
grew stronger as the years progressed. Afterwards he spent some time
in Detroit College as professor; and then returned to Woodstock to
complete his studies in philosophy and theology. He was ordained at
Woodstock by Cardinal Gibbons in 1899.
In 1901 Father Harrington was appointed to the vice-presidency of
St. Xavier College, where he took up at the same time the duties of the
prefect of studies, which he discharged with distinguished ability for ten
years. His devotion to duty resulted in a complete breakdown in health
in 1911, and he was compelled to relinquish his office and take a muchneeded vacation. After a summer's rest, he returned to the college and
taught the freshman class for three years.

"His health, however, remained poor; and, in the hope that a change
might improve his condition, he was sent to Omaha, where he was given
the professorship of English in Creighton University. During a visit to
Chicago in the first part of last August he contracted a severe cold; and,
on his return to Omaha, the doctors found that his lungs were badly
affected. They advised a sanitarium or a trip to the West but to both
of these suggestions Father Harrington objected. He did not want the
isolation from his brethern and, no doubt, too, he trusted in his old time
physical strength and determination of will to shake off the attack.
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"For a long time it looked as though his confidence was to be rewarded. A gradual improvement was manifested until about two weeks
before his death, when it became evident that his sickness was getting
the better of him. Still no one looked for the end to come as quickly
as it did.
"On Thursday during the noon-hour of recreation he sat up and
showed some of his old time spirit. On Friday it was thought well to
administer the last Sacraments. On Saturday morning he received Holy
Communion, and that evening at about a quarter past seven, surrounded
by his brethern, he quietly died.
"One of his last acts--a few minutes before he died-was to raise
himself up and sign himself with the sign of the cross.
"The burial took place on Tuesday morning at 9 o'clock. It was
originally planned to have the simple service customary at a Jesuit's
funeral, but Rt. Rev. Bishop Scannell kindly expressed his intention of
being present, so there was . a Solemn Requiem 'coram episcopo', with
the absolution by his Lordship.
"The services took place in St. John's Church-the students of the
University being present. The interment was made in Holy Sepulchre
Cemetery, where Fr. Harrington's resting place is next to that of Rev.
Michael Dowling, S. J., a native of Cincinnati.

R. I.

P.

Month's Mind.

On Wednesday, November 3, the students and Alumni
of the College gathered in the College chapel for the
Month's Mind Mass of the Alumni Association for the repose of the
soul of Father Harrington. The Mass was celebrated by Reverend
Father Rector.

The Alumni extend their heartfelt sympathy to their Moderator,
Father Frederick Gosiger, S. J., on the death of his father, Mr. Henry
J . Gosiger, who died at Dayton, Ohio, Wednesday, November 3. The
funeral took place from St. Lawrence Church, Price Hill, of which parish
Mr. Gosiger was for so many years a devout and active member.

Election of At the annual election of officers the following were the
Officers.
successful candidates: President, John P . Murphy; VicePresident, John E. Sullivan; Honorary Vice-Presidents,
John A. McMahon, '40's; Francis H . Cloud, '60's; James A. Sebastiani,
'70's; Rev. Francis M. Lamping, 'SO's; Victor M. O'Shaughnessy, '90's;
Leo F. Verkamp, 'OO's; Oscar E . Spelmire, '10's; Secretary, Joseph C.
Topmoeller; Financial Secretary, Alphonse B. Nurre; Treasurer, Thomas
M. Geoghegan; Historian, Nicholas J. Hoban; Executiv~ Committee,
Thomas P. Hart, J. Homer Huschart, John J. Gilligan, Michael Garrigan,
William Rieckelman and Joseph Verkamp.

ALUMNI NOTES
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'68, '69. It is our sad duty to record the deaths of two of the foremost priests of the Archdiocese of Cincinnati, Rev. John F. Schoenhoeft '68 and Rev. J. F. Brummer '69. Fr. Schoenhoeft died on July 22,
and Fr. Brummer, who had been Deacon of Honor at his fellow-dean's
funeral, departed this life on September 18.
Ex '72. Just as the magazine goes to press, news arrives that Rev.
Charles J. Bill, S. J ., who has been stationed in Chicago for many years,
has passed to his reward. Fr. Bill left Cincinnati to enter the Jesuit
Novitiate at Florissant in 1871.
'87. The many friends of Mr. Denis Cash were painfully surprised
at the news of his recent illness. We are happy to state that he is now
well on the road to recovery.

Ex '89. Rev. Louis J. Nau, D. D., has been appointed Pastor of St.
Lawrence Church, Price Hill.
'92. Judge Frank M. Tracy was a successful candidate for re-election in the recent campaign.
'03-'05. The firm of Leibold ('05) & Gott ('03) has moved to newer
and more prosperous quarters in the up-to-date Gwynne Building. The
many new buildings in course of erection around the city bearing the
name of this firm is an indication that honest push, energy and ability
are rapidly bringing these enterprising alumni to the front.
'04. Mr. C. Louis Coffin has again succumbed to his globe trotting
propensities. Braving the dangers of war, after several disappointments,
he finally secured passage for Europe, and is well on his way now toward the distant Orient.
'05. This class which has taken the greatest interest of late in all
College activities, came forward recently with an offer of fifty dollars to
be used as prizes in the students' campaign for the Diamond Jubilee
Fund.

'06. Dr. Edward J. Kennedy has built a nest and is now located at
Milford, Ohio, where we sincerely hope that his medical skill will soon
win him a thriving practice.
St. Andrew's Church, Avondale, was the scene of the happy wedding
of Mr. William J. Manley and Miss Luetta Hauer, September 18.
'07. Mr. Albert Poetker, S. J., has been transferred to St. Louis
where he is engaged as Professor of Physics and Geology at St. Louis
University.
'10. The Athenaeum extends its congratulations to Mr. Oliver L.
Creed on his marriage, October 6, to Miss Angela Meister.

'11. Mr. Thomas J. Powers, S. J., is a member of the faculty of St.
Ignatius College, Cleveland, Ohio.
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'12. Mr. Harry J. Gilligan has an added dignity to sustain now. In
addition to his A. B. he has, since last June, to manage also a B. C. S.
'14. Mr. James O'Connell, winner of the Oratorical Medal in his
senior year, has decided to give vent to his eloquence at the bar. He has
enrolled as a disciple Blackstone.
The fame of St. Louis University Medical School has lured another
S. X. C. graduate. Mr. Karl A. Braun is in Freshman year at that Institution.
'15. The class of '15 is well on its way toward conquering the world.
Their versatile talents have taken up the professions and business, and
no doubt they'll soon be able to get us in trouble when we're out and
out when we're in.

Mr. Cushing has become a pupil of Blackstone.
Mr. Dillon has been busy spellbinding the huge crowds at Ludlow,
Ky., in favor of his candidacy for the school board. ·He also has become
a disciple of the wig and gown.
Messrs. Doerger, Stiene and Towell have entered St. Mary Theological Seminary.
Mr. Hogan says that his father will have nothing on him when it
comes to "lawyering." He will study law in his father's office. At present he is pursuing the elusive muse that presides over stenography.
New hospitals need new doctors, so Messrs. Kenkel and Vester are
preparing to leap into the breach.
Mr. Purdy is teaching in the Academic department of Loyola Uni~
versity, the Jesuit institution in Chicago. He, too, will soon be thinking
in terms of lex legis, etc.
Mr. Roberts thinks that there is some chance since Miss Dow died,
so he repaireth daily to the College of Pharmacy.
Mr. Silk has a soft name, but that did not prevent him from getting
into a hard business. He is with the Cambria Steel Co., Union Trust
Building.
We think Pennsylvania Railroad stock will go up.
now part of that system.

Mr. Thoman is

Mr. Unnewehr deemed a business education indispensible for the
carrying out of his ambitions, and is attending Commercial College, preparatory to storming the business world.
Ex '18. The following former members of this year's senior class
are at Mt. St. Mary's Seminary : Edward Carlin, J. Aloysius Grimmelsnian, Thomas P. Hassett, Joseph H. Tenoever, Henry Westerhaus.
LAWRENCE STELTENPOHL '16.

CHRONICLE
Changes. The reopening of classes on September 7, found many changes
in the Faculty and brought a large increase in students. We
are always prepared to meet a few new faces, but a change that took
away Fathers Cain, O'Neill and Lomasney was quite a surprise. They
are located at present at the Tertianship of the Missouri Province at
Cleveland, Ohio. Fr. Devilbiss is stationed at St. Louis and Mr. Metzger at Campion College, Prairie du Chien, Wis.
The Faculty for the present year is as follows:
Rev. Francis Heiermann, S. J ., President.
Rev. Albert C. Fox, S. J ., Vice-President.
The College:
Rev. John F. McCormick, S. J., Philosophy.
Rev. Francis X. Senn, S. J., Greek and English.
Rev. Joseph Reiner, S. J., Latin and History.
Rev. John P. Morissey, S. J., Chemistry, Astronomy, Geology.
Rev. Joseph H. Wels, S. J., French and German.
The High School:
Mr. Thomas J. Donnelly, S. J., Fourth Year.
Rev. Valentine M. Hormes, Third Year A.
Mr. William McCabe, S. J., Third Year B.
Mr. Peter J. Scherer, S. J., Second Year A.
Mr. George R. Kelly, S. J ., Second Year B.
Rev. William E. Martin, S. J., First Year A.
Mr. Henry Willmering, S. J., First Year B.
Mr. James E. O'Connell, First Year C.
Rev. Eugene J. Daly, S. J ., Mathematics.
Rev. Walter G. Cornell, S. J., Physics and Christian Doctrine.

Mass of the The annual Mass of the Holy Ghost, to bring down the
Holy Ghost. blessing of the Holy Spirit on the work of the year was
celebrated on Wednesday, September 15. Fr. Hormes
was celebrant, assisted by Fr. Cornell, deacon, and Mr. Scherer, subdeacon. Fr. Senn preached the sermon.
Court-House On October 1, the student body of the College turned out
Parade.
in gallant array in the Municipal Parade preceding the
Corner Stone Laying of the new Court-House. The martial air, manly bearing and enthusiastic cheering of the students and the
brilliant display of college and class pennants won loud applause all
along the line of march.
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"King" Brady. The return to College of Neal ("King") Brady was the
occasion of an enthusiastic welcome seldom accorded a
fellow student. After pitching Dallas to second place in the Southern
League and after a successful try-out with the Yankees, Neal has returned to imbibe a little more classic lore until the bugle calls him southward in the Spring. We are glad to have in our midst one who, with
such brilliant prospects on the diamond, is anxious to make his education as complete as possible.
Lecture on Rome.

Fr. John Hickey's Lectilre on Rome proved an unalloyed treat. Father Hickey, without the aid of
slides, by his vivid word-pictures, animated narrative and choice intermingling of personal experiences, carried us in spirit through the streets
of Rome as awe-struck and absorbed as if we were actually gazing on
the beauties and wonders of the Eternal City.

I

l

Fr. Charles Coppens, S. J. It will no doubt be interesting to the students who have been using Fr. Coppens'
text books for so many years to know that this gifted author had the
great privilege of celebrating, a few weeks ago, the golden jubilee of his
ordination to the priesthood. Twelve years ago Fr. Coppens celebrated
the fiftieth anniversary of his entrance into the Society of Jesus
and these sixty-two years have been devoted almost exclusively to the
interests of education. His books cover a wide range of subjects, embracing rhetoric, oratory, logic and mental philosophy, moral philosophy,
and subjects of a purely religious nature. At the age of eighty he is
still engaged in active work at St. Ignatius College, Chicago.
Fr. Rector's October 4, Fr. Rector's Feast Day was a day of recreaFeast Day. tion. In compliance with Fr. Rector's wishes, no entertainment was held, but a committee, consisting of a representative from each class, with Arthur Frey as chairman and spokesman, visited Fr. Rector and extended him their felicitations in the· name
of the whole student body,
Short-Story An unexpected amount of interest was stirred up by the
Contest.
announcement of a Short-Story Contest for the Athenaeum.
More than forty stories were submitted and the Judges had
their hands full trying to select the winners. The final tribunal consisted of Rev. Albert Fox, S. J., Rev. Francis J. Finn, S. J., Rev. John
McCormick, S. J., and Mr. John Bunker, A. B. '05. The first prize ($5.00)
was won by Gordon Gutting, a second prize ($3.00) by Raymond Backhus. "The Valet's Mistake," by Joseph Brockman, was awarded the
third prize ($1.00). Three other stories, "Johnson's Luck," by Albert
Steinkamp, "The Ordeal," by George Saffin, and "The Pearl Necklace,"
by Harold Thorburn were considered deserving of special mention. Two
of the stories appear in the present issue. The others will be puqlished
in the course of the year.
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Jubilee Fund
Campaign.

The special campaign to have the students represented in
the fund being gathered by the Alumni to commemorate
the Diamond Jubilee of the College, was given added impetus by the fifty dollars offered by the Class of 1905, to be disposed of
as prizes for the classes making the best showing in the campaign.
New Plans.

Our frontispiece contains a sketch of the proposed new
buildings and improvements at Avondale, and embodies the
change in plans made a few months ago.
SOCIETIES.
Sodality. The Senior Sodality this year is under the direction of Father
Joseph Reiner, S. J. Taking up with renewed enthusiasm the
cause of Christ among the poor and desolate, it has formed sections for
visiting the poor, juvenile protective work and distribution of Catholic
literature. At the first meeting of the year the following officers were
elected: Francis Alban, Prefect; Carl Lamott, First Assistant; John H.
Frey, Second Assistant. These officers were chosen as the representatives of the Sodality in the Federation of Catholic Societies.
Acolythical
Society.

The roll-call at the first meeting disclosed a large number
of new names and the interest shown by all the members
both new and old, promises well for a very successful year.
Joseph Sebastiani is Vice-President for the first semester; John McCabe,
Secretary; Stephen Sebastiani, Treasurer; Eugene Cloud, Joseph Brockman, Jam es Poland and Leo Egbring, Censors.
Philopedian.

From the interest manifested in the eloquent and lengthy
debates that have marked the meetings of this organization it is clear that it intends to keep up its splendid record of the past
few years. Fr. Francis X. Senn has succeeded Fr. Cain as President.
The other officers for this term are: Lawrence Steltenpohl, Vice-President; Robert Kelly, Recording Secretary; Francis Alban, Corresponding
Secretary; John McCabe, Treasurer; Arthur Frey and Albert Cash, Censors; Alphonse Von der Ahe, Francis Decker and John Reeves, Committee on Debates. A number of timely subjects have been discussed,
among which the following proved the most interesting: Intervention
of the United States in Mexico; Strikes and the Laboring Cl.asses; Prohibition as a National Constitutional Amendment.
Students' Library.

The affairs of the Library this year will be taken
care of by Mr. Peter Scherer, S. J . The officers of
the Library Association are: John Kelly, Vice-President; Jos eph Kattus, Secretary; Earl Westerfield, Treasurer; Francis Mielech, Leo Oberschmidt, Otto H entz, Harold Thorburn, Edwin Boeh, John Danahy,
Lawrence O'Connell, George Sonnemann and James Maloney, Librarians.

38

THE XAVIER ATHENAEUM

Glee Club and
Orchestra.

With the memory of the brilliant success achieved in
the Operetta last June still fresh in their minds, the
Glee Club and Orchestra reorganized under the management of Mr. William McCabe, S. ]., for what ought to prove a very prosperous year. Both organizations are fortunate in again having Mr. J.
Alfred Schehl as Musical Director.
Junior Literary The Junior Literary Society began the year with a
Society.
long list of promising orators enrolled as members.
Several debates have been held thus far. The spirit of
initiative and self-reliance shown, combined with many startling flashes
of oratory and brilliant flashes of repartee give promise of a successful
year. Mr. Thomas J . Donnelly, S. J., is President of the society. The
following officers were elected by the members : Vice-President, James
Poland; Recording Secretary, Albert Weimer; Corresponding Secretary,
George Dunn; Treasurer, Raymond Backhus; Censors, Joseph Goodenough and Arthur Maggini; Committee on Debates, Elmer Trame,
Harry Back and Walter Harbrecht.
Junior: Sodality.

As usual, the Junior Sodality has a targe and devout
membership. At the first meeting of the year the following officers were elected: Prefect, Edward Closterman; First Assistant, Clement Bockenstete; Second Assistant, Marion Wroblowski;
Secretary, Francis Morrison; Treasurer, Vincent Latscha. Rev. Wm. E.
Martin, S. J., is the Director.
JOHN J. MEYER '16.
RAYMOND BACKHUS, Fourth Year.
COLLEGE OF COMMERCE, ACCOUNTS AND FINANCE AND
. COLLEGE OF JOURNALISM, ADVERTISING
AND SALESMANSHIP.
The Assembly of the Faculty and Students, held on Friday, September 17th, in Moeller Hall, brought together an unusually large number
of young men-some 200. And they were well rewarded by listening to
the three speeches, all filled with excellent thoughts, a spirit of true
friendship and jollity. The addresses were delivered by Mr. Edward T.
Dixon, Professor of Insurance, on "Aspirations of St. Xavier College
Night Students"; Mr. Carl Dehoney, "Men Wanted"; and Mr. Ren Mulford, Jr., Professor of Advertising and Salesmanship, on "Up-to-Date."
The President, Rev. F . Heiermann, S. J .., introduced the speakers and
inserted his instructive remarks regarding the scope and method of the
Night Classes.
The teaching body for the first semester is composed. of the following:
Rev. J. F. McCormick, S. J., Ethics and Political Economy.
Frank J. Crane, B. C. S., Accounting.
J. D. Cloud, A. M., C. P. A., Cost Accounting.
Harry J . Frey, Accounting.
Denis F. Cash, A. M., LL. B.,
} C
John E. Fitzpatrick, LL. B., Ph. B.,
ontracts.
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L. J. Blakely, Litt. B., Journalism.
Theodore J. Geisler, B. C. S., History and Theory of Banking.
Edmund T. Dixon, A. M., LL. D., Insurance.
Wm. T. Burns, A. B., Bookkeeping.
Francisco de Soler, A. M., Commercial Science.
Ren Mulford, Jr., Advertising and Salesmanship.
Joseph O'Meara, Public Speaking.
Rev. Joseph S. Reiner, S. J., is Regent of the Night College.
All the classes are well attended. The latest addition of a Public
Speaking class, conducted by Mr. Joseph O'Meara on Sunday mornings
at 10:30, was attended by 24, and this brings the total enrollment up
to 200.
A great deal of enthusiasm is manifested in all the classes, especially
in the classes of Journalism and Advertising, class organizations promoting the work of these two departments.
The pamphlet of Prof. Ernest Dubrul on "Trade Acceptances" is in
great demand, a number of outside firms having asked for copies. The
principle advocated by Mr. Dubrul has been approved by the Federal
Reserve Board.
The separate prospectus of the College of Journalism, Advertising
and Salesmanship containing a detailed account of the classes in Journalism, by Mr. Blakely, and the combined course in Advertising and
Salesmanship, by Mr. Mulford, is giving great satisfaction.
The Cincinnati Advertisers Club arranged for a Xavier Day in honor
of the Advertising class. Before Mr. F. S. Florea delivered his speech,
Mr. C. S. Clark complimented the Advertising class of St. Xavier for its
work. He was thanked by the President of the College and by Mr.
Mulford. The Advertising class has a delegate who attends the weekly
luncheon.

THE SOCIAL LEAGUE.
In its first meeting the Social League elected the following officers:
J. Nortman, President; George W. Budde and Raymond Folz, VicePresidents; Alphonse G. Berning, Secretary; Stanley Hittner, Treasurer.
The President of the College addressed some encouraging remarks
to the assembled body and introduced Rev. Joseph S. Reiner, S. J., as
Moderator. He was received with great applause and delivered some
very apt remarks to the League.
In the next monthly meeting in November the chief interest of the
League will center in the address of Mr. Felix J . Koch who will deliver
his second lecture on "Feature Articles" before the League on W ednesday evening, November 17th. A good amount of enjoyment is anticipated in the monthly meetings of the League.

THE ALUMNI ASSOCIATION.
The Alumni Association of this department met for the first time
this year at the College on Friday, November 6th. It was a most pleasant family gathering. A nominating committee proposed two tickets,
the blue and the red, to be voted on at the next meeting, Monday, December 6th.

ATHLETICS
The Athletic
Aasociation.

Membership in the Athletic Association has reached the
unprecedented number of 265. That interest in the membership was early and thorough, was evidenced by the
fact that three classes were tie for the prize offered for having the largest number of members by October 1. Each of these three classes,
Sophomore, Third B and Second B, had every member of the class
enrolled.
Officers.

On Friday, October 8, two representatives from each class assembled to elect the officers of the Association for the year
1915-1916. Arthur Frey was elected President; Alfred Conway, VicePresident; Milton Wurzelbacher, Secretary; Joseph Sebastiani, Treasurer. The following will represent their classes at all business meetings
and with the above officers constitute the Board of Control: Ray Manley, Henry Thale, Leo Spaeth, John Monahan, Norbert Pharo, Edward
Roelker, Irving Hart, Ambrose Groh and Otto Zang.
Football. The football season started off with a boom. But after the
crash of the boom had died away it developed that last year's
history was to repeat itself, that the Blue and White were to have no
college team to uphold their glory on the gridiron.
The Coach.

The failure to have a team is all the more regretable as
through the interest and instrumentality of the Alumni a
first class coach had been secured to give the team the best of modern
football. Mr. George Roudebush, left-half for Dennison last year, and
the All-Ohio choice for that position, has the reputation of being the
best "forward passer" in the State.
The High School With the services of such a star at our disposal and
Team.
with the dangerous prospect of the old spirit dying
out completely, it was decided to start a High School
football team and begin gradually to develop college material. Many
promising candidates reported and despite the very late start and the
difficulty of practice the team has made a very creditable showing.
The Captain.

Just before the first game John Monahan was elected
captain, and the wisdom of the choice becomes more apparent as game succeeds game. In regularity at practice, knowledge of
the game, pluck and nerve and grit and general ability, he has no superior on the team.
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Xavier vs. After but three practices, a game was hazarded with the
Norwood. trained-to-the-minute Norwood High School. The Xavierites played a fast, shifty game, but went down to defeat by
the count of 15 to o. It is some consolation to know that Norwood has
not lost a game this season and is out for the City High School Championship.
Xavier vs. The second game was played at College Hill and went to
O. M. I.
the Ohio Military Institute by the score of 6 to O. This
close score on a muddy field against superior weight gives
an indication of what might have been the case had circumstances been
more favorable. The achievements of Captain Monahan, playing halfback, were especially noteworthy, as was also the playing of Brady at
full-back and McGarry at end. "Big League" Neal Brady refereed faultlessly.
Xavier vs. In our third attempt, Victory was kind enough to perch upFranklin.
on our banner. Perhaps the large crowd of rooters was responsible to some extent; perhaps it was the two vyeeks'
practice since the last game. · Captain Monahan had the honor of making our first touchdown of the season. Trimpe rushed the second acros.s
and kicked both goals, giving us a clean-cut victory to the tune of 14
to O. Delay appeared at quarter for the first time and Thate at full and
both put up fast ball. McGarry again starred at end.
Xavier High School vs.
Xavier Academy,

On Saturday, November 6, the two teams rep:resenting the two High School departments of
the College met for what was, no doubt, the
most important game of the season for each team. During most of the
first half the game was nip and tuck, but toward the close of the half
the Hill boys, through clever work by Barrs, rushed the ball toward the
down-town goal and were kept from a touchdown only by a heavy penalty at a critical moment. In the second half the Avondale line began
to weaken under the steady attacks of the down-town backs, and after a
few minutes of play Monahan went over for the first and only touchdown of the game. The all round playing of the two captains, Barrs
and Monahan, end runs of Trimpe and the terrific line plunges of Thale,
easily featured.
The Squad. The team lines up at present as follows: Ends, McGarry
and Neville ; Tackl es, Callahan and Goodenough; Guards,
Kiely and King; Center, Edgeworth ; Quarter, D elay; Half-backs, Monahan and Trimpe; Full, Thale. McCarthy, Twomey, Landy, Hilker, Bowman, Egbring and Brearton are the faithful stand -bys ready and able to
fill up the breaches as they occur.
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Basketball. The college department is out to redeem itself and hopes
to win enough glory by inaugurating a college basketball
team to make up for what it lost in having no college football. About
twenty candidates reported for the initial workout. Milton Wurzelbacher stands at the business end of affairs.
Indoor League.

The long stretch of beautiful weather enabled the
twelve teams entered in the Noon League to play
quite regularly since the league was organized on October 1. The crowd
of spectators along the fence and in the factory windows, to say nothing of the solid bank of noisy rooters on the side lines, bespeaks the
high quality of ball played and the interest felt in the league by the
student body.
The standing of the league on November 1, was as follows:
FIRST DIVISIONWon.
Senior .... . ... . .. . ... . ..... . ........ . . . 2
Freshman ......... .. .. .... . .. . .. . . . . ... 2
Sophomore . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1
IV Year . . .... .. ..... .. ... . . . . . . . ...... 1

Lost.

SECOND DIVISION-

Lost.

Won.

2 B ................ .. ... ...... ......... 3
2 A .. ... .. .. ............. .... ......... . 2
3 B ....... .... .... . .. ...... .. ... .. .. ... 1
3 A .. .. .... .. .......... . .... .. ...... ... o

THIRD DIVISIONWon.
1A .. .. ... .. ... .. .... ....... .... ...... . 3
1 B .... ... ...... .... ...... ............. 2
1
2

c

1

B (second team) .. ..... ........ ... ...

O

1
1
2
2

0
1
2
3

.66'1
.66'1

.333
.333

'

1000
.66'1

.333
.000

Lost.
0
1
2
3

1000
.66'1

.333
.000

THOMAS A. GALLAGHER '17.

Lumina.

A bright new youngster has invaded our Sanctum and quite
a lusty squaller she is proving herself. She introduces herself as Lumina and proceeds immediately to tell us all . the good things
she is going to do. Her make-up bespeaks the general tenor of her contributions,-they give promise of great things to come rather than an
assurance of a high standard already attained. We hope that she matures quickly to a more collegiate tone. "A Moan From the Timber"
presents in a humorous way, at least to the city man, the trials of rural
life. Grim reality sticks out all over the picture. "An Orange Peel,"
a story intended to set forth a lesson against gambling, needs a strengthening of plot. The author of "Autumn" makes bold to depart from the
hallowed way of treating the subject. We are glad to know that something else besides "golden leaves and mellow landscapes" can also exist.
"The Master of Ballantrae," "The Laymen's Retreat Movement" uphold the serious side of the magazine. Of the poems we like best "The
Palace Beautiful," a descriptive poem of merit, and "The Song," a merry
little ditty of the sea. The cramped crowding of the pages detracts
seriously from the appearance of the magazine, but from the substratum
of talent apparent throughout the articles we expect to see Lumina
among those at tlie top.
The Dial.

The lines to "A Sunbeam" give cheerful prospect of the good
things which are to follow in The Dial. "The Quest," to
show the vanity of worldly pleasures, makes use of the overworked
"vision." The philosopher seeking substantial happiness finds it, of
course, to be of another world. The language is particularly appropriate.
"Barney's Golden Rose," a tale of the business world, contains a pretty
romance. "The Missions of Upper California" gives us a very interesting and readable account of the wonders accomplished in this glorious
land in its historic days. "The Honorable Rayburn Taylor, Hero," coming from the Academics gives promise for the future of The Dial.
Detroit University. ·The gorgeous robes of the Detroit University MagMagazine.
azine are its most striking characteristic. The photograph of the new President and the Memorial of
the old are excellent pieces of work. "Municipal Playgrounds" is a
timely article of special value to those who are unacquainted with this
important factor of modern city life. Together with "The Classical
Course" it has argumentative force. The articles on Robert H. Benson
and Longfellow pay a sympathetic tribute to these popular writers.
"The Test" with the usual plot of detective stories owes its worth to
its fine language. The several contributions from the lower classes are
rich with promise.
LEO C. WALTER '16.

XAVIER ACADEMY~
Faculty.

The summer vacation brought as usual a number of changes.
in our Faculty. Father Cloud, last year's Professor of Fourth
Year, is now Professor of Ethics in the Philosophy Department of St.
Louis University. Mr. Hohman has taken up the study of Theology at
St. Louis University in preparation for ordination. The Faculty for the
present year is as follows:
Rev. George McGovern, S. J., Prefect of Studies.
Rev. George P. Shanley, S. J., Fourth Year.
Mr. Francis X. Peacock, S. J., Third Year.
Rev. Gregory J. Dershug, S. J., Second Year.
Mr. William T. Burns, Second Year.
Mr. Anthony Kuenzel, S. J., First Year.

Sodality. With the return of so many of the old sodalists, the Sodality
of the Immaculate Conception will assuredly prosper. Rev.
George Shanley, S. J., is the director for this year. At the recent elections, Norbert Brockman was chosen Prefect. To the positions of First
Assistant, Second Assistant, Second Assistant, Secretary and Treasurer·
were elevated the following: John Hardig, Howard Clarke, Joseph
O'Meara and Robert Dolle.

Library.

The enthusiasm so apparent in all the other departments of
Academy activities has penetrated also into the hallowed precincts of the Reading Room. To facilitate reference work for our budding literature, it is projected to install the Dewey system of classification of books.

Athletics. With summer's passing, early winter sports are upon us.
Xavier Academy is our cryV-I-C-T-0-R-Y
Xavier Academy-yes! yes! yes!
S-U double C-E double S!
is our "booster's" happy and truthful report of our football to date.
In a preseason practice we were defeated by the Melrose Athletic Club
by the score of 13 to 7. Thereafter, however, things went much better,
as the following record will show.
Xavier Academy 6, Aurora High School 6.
Xavier Academy 26, University School O.
Xavier Academy 26, St. Francis College 7.
The team will play at least three more games before laying aside
the pigskin for the season. The games scheduled are with Aurora High
School, at Aurora, Indiana; University School, at home; Xavier Academy Alumni, at home on Thanksgiving Day.
NORBERT BROCKMAN.
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The Apollo Chocolates
"The Chocolates that are Different"
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ST. XAVIER COLLEGE,

Cincinnati, Ohio

St. Xavier College, incorporated by the General Assembly of the State of Ohio,
1842, conducts the following departments:
THE COLLEGE OF LIBERAL ARTS, leading to the Degree of Bachelor
of Arta. This College, besides the claBBics and sciences, offers a thorough
course in mental philosophy which is most helpful, if not neceHary for
any succeBBful career in life.
THE NIGHT COLLEGE OF COMMERCE, ACCOUNTS AND FINANCE,
AND COLLEGE OF JOURNALISM AND ADVERTISING, LOGIC
AND SPEAKING, leading to the Degree of Bachelor of Commercial
Science.
THE HIGH SCHOOL OR ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT, an up-to-date
claBBical high school of four years and preparatory to the College of
Liberal Arts.
The ST. XAVIER ACADEMY IN AVONDALE, conducted exactly on the
same plan as the High School on Sycamore Street, is situated on the
grounds of the former Avondale Athletic Club. The school building admits only a limited number of students.
Tuition fee in all the departments is small when compared with the tuition of
many other private schools, because almost all the teachers of St. Xavier
Co11lege being members of a religious order, serve without a salary.
For Catalogue address
THE SECRETARY, ST. XAVIER COLLEGE,
Seventh and Sycamore Streets, Cincinnati, Ohio,
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Fine Dress Suits for $35
Special models for young men

EVERYTHING you
could possibly wish
for; soft, rich materials;
full silk lining and facing;
silk braid; exquisite finish
in all ' details; tailored to
set · off your figure.

Dunlap Clothes Shop
423 VINE STREET, COR. ARCADE

Home of Hart, Schaffner & Marx Clothes
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